'the Historic of King Lear. 

Enough, enough , and die that thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man, often would it fay 
The fiend the fiend, he led me to that place 
Edg. Bare free & patient thoughts,but who conies here 
Thefafer fence will neare accomodate his maifter thus. 

Enter Lear mad. 

Lear. No they cannot touch mee for coyning, I am the king 
Edg. O thou fide pearcing fight. (himfelfe. 

Lear ♦ Nature is.aboue Art in that refpett, ther’s your preffe 
money, that fellow handles his bow like a crow-kecper,draw me 
a clothiers yard, looke,looke a mowfe, peace, peace, this tofted 
cheefe will do it.ther s my gauntlet, ilc proue it on a gyant, bring 
vp the browne-billes,0 well flowne bird in the ayre,hagh,giue 
the word? E dg> Sweet Margerum. 

Lear. Pafle, G/ofr. I know that voyce, 

Lear. Ha Gonorill, ha Regan, they flattered mee like a dogge, 
and tould me I had white haires in my beard, ere the black ones 
were there, to fay I and no, to euery thing I faide, I and no toe, 
was no good diuinitie, when the raine cameto wet me once, and 
the winde to make mee chatter, when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found them, there I fmelt them out, 
goe toe, they are not menoftheir words, they told mee I was 
euery thing, tis a lye, I am not argue-proofe. 

g/eft. Tnetrickeof thatvoyceldoe well remember, iftnot 
the King? „ 

.Lear. IeuerinchaKingwhenl do flare, fee how the lubiect 
quakes, I pardon that mans life, what was thy caufe, adultery! 
thou (halt not die for adulterie, no the wren goes toot, and the 
final guilded file doe letcher in my fight, let copulation thnue, 
for gieflen baftard fon was ^kinder to his father then my daugh- 
tersgot tweene the lawfull fheets , toot luxiuie , /><■//, meBfioi 1 
lacke fouldiers, behold yon fimpring dame whofe facebetwetn 
her forkes prefageth fnow, that minces vertue, and do lhake t 
head heare of pleafures name to fichewnorthe foy led n°r 
goes toot with a more riotous apperite,dow'n f ro the wait t ia 
centaures, though women all abouc , but to the girdle doc i 
gods inherit, beneath is all the fiends, thers hell, thers dar ,ne > 
ther’s the fulphurypit, burning, fealding, fteneb, confumat-^' 
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fie, fie, fie, pah, pah, Gitie mee an ounce of Ciuet, good Apo- 
thocane, to fweeten my imagination, ther’s money for thee. 

Giofi. O let me kiffe that hand. 

Lear. Here wipeitfirft,itfmels ofmortalitic. 
giofi. O ruind peece of nature , tliis great w'oild fhould fo 
weare out to naught, do you know me ? 

Lear. I remember thy eyes well inough, doftchou fquiny on 
me, no do thy worft blind Cupid, ilc not loue, reade thou that' 
challenge, marke the penning oft. 
giofi. Were all the letters funnes I couldnotfee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report, it is, and my heart 
breakes at it. Lear, Read, giofi. What ! with the cafe of eyes 
Lear. Oho, are you th ere with me, no eyes in your head, nor 
no mony in your purfe, your eyes are in a heauie cafe, your purfe 
in a light, yet you fee how this world goes. 

Giofi. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What art mad, a man may fee how the world goes with 
no eyes, looke with thy eares,fee how yon Iuflice railes vpon 
yon fimpletheefe,harkeinthyeare handy, dandy, which is the 
theefe, which is theIuffice,thou haft feene a farmers doo-o-c barke 
atabegger. giofi. I fir. 00 

Lear And the creature runne from the cur,there thou mfohtft 
behold the great image ofauthoritie, a dogge, fo bade in office, 
thou rafcall beadle hold thy bloudyhand, why doft thou Jafli 
that whore, ftrip thine owne backe,thy bloud hotly lufts to vfe 
herin that kind for which thou whipft her, the vfurer hangs the 
cohoner, through tottered raggs,fmal vices doappeare,robes & 
furd-gownes hides all, get thee glafle eyes, and like a feuruy po- 
Iititian feeme to fee the things thoudoeft not, no now pull off 
my Bootes, harder, harder, fo. “ 

£dg. O matter andimpertinenciemixtreafon inmadnefle^ 
Lear. Ifthou wilt weepe my fortune talce my eyes, I knowe 
thee well inough thy name is giofier, thou muff be patient, we 
came crying hither, thou knoweft the firft time that we fmell the 
aire, we wayl and cryj will preach to thee marke me. 

Go[i. Alack alack the day. 

Jfn r * V ^ en , we are borne,we crie that wee are come to this 
b at ttage offooles, this a good blocke. It were a delicate ftra- 
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